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BONNIE GLASGOW GREEN. 
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SONG BROADSHEET... 
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GLASGOW SONGS... 


traditional. 


As I went out one morning fair, 
On Glasgow Green to tak! the air, 
I spied a lass wi' yellow air 
And twa bewitchin' e'en, O. 
And she spread her claes fu' early, 
Fut lovely and fu' cheerily, 
She spread her claes fu’ early 
On bonnie Glasgow Green, 0. 


Says I, My sweet and charming lass, 
Ye're early on the dewy grass, 
I think wit ye I'll tak’ a pass, 
And gang to Aberdeen, 0. 
For there's nane to match your beauty, 
Your sweet and winsome beauty, 
There's mane to match your beauty, 
Nor your claes on Glasgow Green, 0. 


0 laddie, ye are surely mean, 

I never lo'ed a lass but ane, 

And hets my Jamie that hews the stane, 
To mak' our toon look brau, O. 

Sae I canna leave my laddie, 

My bonnie mason laddic, 

I canna leave my laddie 
Nor my claes on Glasgow Green, 0. 


PEACE 
THE SHORT-TIME MOVEMENT, 


Randolph's, Dub's, 


0 lassie, can ye be so mad 
As trust a rovin' mason lad? 
For he may leave you wae and sad 
For at that ye may ken, O. 
Sae come wi' me, my lassie, 
My blythe and charming lassie, 
Sae come wi' me, my lassie, 
Leave your claes on Glasgow Green, Oo. 


She ceased a while, then gave consent, 
And doon Clyde's flowery banks we went; 
But I think that day was gey weel spent 
Ere we wan to Aberdeen, O. 
But she soon forgot her laddie, 
Her bonnie mason laddie, 
She soen forgot her laddie 
And her claes on Glasgow Green, O. 


This couple they've got married noo, 
And they've got bairnies one or two; 
The lassie's got nae cause to rue 
The day she left her hame, O. 
For she's aye since syne my dearie, 
Sae lovely and sae cheery, 
She's aye since syne my dearie 
On the flowery banks o' Don, 0. 


SHH HEME EE HAE 


by James Houston c. 1860. 


Napier's, and Neilson’s wsre engineering works in Glasgow. 


The engineers are fighting hard to gain the short-time movement, 
Shorter hours and better pay would be a vast improvement, 
Randolph's mem and Dub's men, Napier's men and Nelson's men, 

Have all combined, and nobly joined to gain the short~time movement. 


The workmen met the masters first with speech and manners pleasing, 
Then boldy charged them to the point with arguments and reason, 
The building trade, the leather trade, the baking trade, have all, they said, 
Throughout the land now made a stand and got the short-time movement. 


The masters shook their heads and cried, The conference is ended, 
With capital we'll fight you now as we at first intended, 
Ge-to23-your—matoo-velll-~oloss- pus-gatoey—En—thros-montho—bimo~youLbi-shenge-y our 
We'll make you rue, you blackfaced crew, go tell your mates we'll close our gates, 
In three months time you'll change your chime about this short-time movement. 


Ye sons of the immortal Watt, your laurels now are fading; 


Our fellow men are pushing on, while we are retrograding, P 
Our claims are just, if fight we must, We'll take the field and never yield, 


Until we drop into each shop upom the short-time movement. 
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GLASGOW SONGS... 
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BONNIE GLASGOW GREEN. 


traditional. 


As I went out one morning fair, 
On Glasgow Green to tak' the air, 
I spied a lass wi't yellow air 

And twa bewitchin' e'en, O. 
And she spread her claes fu' early, 
Fut lovely and fu' cheerily, 
She spread her claes fu' early 

On bonnie Glasgow Green, O. 


Says I, My sweet and charming lass, 
Ye're early on the dewy grass, 
I think wit ye I'll tak? a pass, 
And gang to Aberdeen, QO. 
For there's nane to match your beauty, 
Your sweet and winsome beauty, 
There's mane to match your beauty, 
Nor your claes on Glasgow Green, 0. 


a 0 laddie, ye are surely mean, 

I never lo'ed a lass but ane, 

And he's my Jamie that hews the stane, 
To mak' our toon look braw, O. 

Sae I canna leave my laddie, 

My bonnie mason laddiec, 

I canna leave my laddie 
Nor my claes on Glasgow Green, 0. 


TEINS 


JHE SHORT-TIME MOVEMENT, 


O lassie, can ye be so mad 
As trust a rovin' mason lad? 
For he may leave you wae and sad 


For at that ye may ken, O. 
Sae come wi' me, my lassie, 
My blythe and charming lassie, 
Sae come wit me, my lassie, 
Leave your claes on Glasgow Green, O. 


She ceased a while, then gave consent, 
And doon Clyde's flowery banks we went; 
But I think that day was gey weel spent 
Ere we wan to Aberdeen, QO. 
But she soon forgot her laddie, 
Her bonnie mason laddie, 
She sosen forgot her laddie 
And her claes on Glasgow Green, 0. 


This couple they've got married noo, 
And they've got bairnies one or two; 
The lassie's got nae cause to rue 
The day she left her hame, O. 
For she's aye since syne my dearie, 
Sae lovely and sae cheery, 
She's aye since syne my dearie 
On the flowery banks o' Don, 0. 


SAHA 


AEE SE 


by James Houston ce 1860. 


Randolph's, Dub's, Napier's, and Neilson’s were engineering works in Glasgow. 


The engineers are fighting hard to gain the short-time movement, 
Shorter hours and better pay would be a vast improvement, 
Randolph's mem and Dub's men, Napier's men and Nelson's men, 

Have all combined, and nobly joined to gaim the short-time movement. 


The workmen met the masters first with speech and manners pleasing, 

Then boldy charged them to the point with arguments and reason, 

The building trade, the leather trade, the baking trade, have all, they said, 
Throughout the land now made a stand and got the short-time movement. 


The masters shook their heads and cried, The conference is ended, 


With capital we'll fight you now as we at first intemded, 

Ge-bo23-your—mateo-uol-b1~ol096-oun~gatooy—En—~throo-montho-s 
faced crew, go tell your mates we 
hange your chime about this short-time movement. 


We'll make you rue, you black 
In three months time you'll c 


Ye son 
Our fellow men are pushin 


Our claims are just, if fight we must, We 


imo-youlbi-shenge-yeu? 
‘11 close our gates, 


is of the immortal Watt, your laurels mow are fading; 
ig on, while we are retrograding, 


'11 take the field and never yield, 


Until we drop into each shop upom the short~time movement. 


THE ROVIN' BAKER FROM MILNGAVIE. traditional. 


A freent and I struck frae Milguy, And if ye will accept a glass, 

For Glasgow town we took our way, 0 brandy, whisky, rum or wine, 

When all along the road waeé strung, We'll hae a gill, and then we will, 

Wi' lads and bonnie lassies gay. Reach Glasgow Fair by feeing time, 

When drawing nigh one I spied, She gave consent, and in we went, 

Was walking slowly by hersel'; Into an ale-house by the way; 

For fear the rain her claes might stain, Glass after glass around did pass, 

I did display my umbrell'. Till we baith forgot it was feeing day. 
Where are you gaun, my bonnie lass, The clock struck three, she smiled on me, 
How far now are ye gaun this way? Young man, says she, the fault is thine, 
To Glasgow toun, sir, I am bound, The night is on and I'm far from home, 


For this, you know, is feeing day, Besides, I've lost my feeing time. 


Says I, the day seems wet to be, My lass, don't grieve, for while I live, 
Although the morning did look fine; I ne'er intend to harm you; 

Smiling, she said, I am afraid, The marriage tie, if you will try, 

I'll no be in by feeing time. Your baker lad will aye prove true, 


Cheer up your heart, my bonnie lass, We spent the night in merriment, 
We'll hae gude weather by and by; And we got wedded the next day; . 
And don't be sad when wi' a lad - And aye since then she smiles and says -" 


A rovin' baker frae Milguy. I'm glad I lost my feeing day. 


MAARTEN HERI AEILE SHELLS ADAIR ISIS LEARNERS ASEH IR SAAT 


THE GALLANT SHOEMAKERS. tune, The Roving Journeyman. 


The Glasgow Shoemaker's strike of the sixth of May, 1657. 


Come all ye gallant shoemakers wherever you may be, 

I pray you give attention and listen unto me, 

In the year of fifty-seven, boys, when spring-time it came reund, 
We vowed to raise our wages in famous Glasgow town, 


A meeting it was called then in the Minerva hall, 

And speakers there explained to us our wages were too small, 
But we would have them up again our happiness too creun, 
And prove ourselves bold journeymen in famous Glasgow town. 


A vote it then was taken, likewise a show of hands, 

All by our loyal chairman, who waited our command, 

The committee it did smile in glee, the master's men did frown, 
For all the men were ready there in famous Glasgow toon, 


0, if that our employers had only heard the cheers, 

It would have broke their hearts, my boys, and caused them to shed tears, 
To think that we would all unite whom they thought to keep down, 

But the journeymen are all true flints in famous Glasgow toun. 


So ye gallant crafts be steady in both the east and west, 

And likewise the Cowcaddens which has been long oppressed, 
Stand fast like loyal Britons and the day shall be your own, 
Bold Irish hearts act well your parts in famous Glasgow town. 


And what though we should tramp, my boys, we've often tramped before, 
Before that we would scab it, lads, we'll tramp the country o'er, 

Our lassies fair will welcome us, and never on us frown, 

For they love the gallant journeymen of famous Glasgow town. 


So success to every journeyman that ever pulled a hair, 

And success to every journeyman that ever shopped a pair, 
Success to Judge and Donaldson who fear no master's frown, 
And success to all the gallant flints of famous Glasgow town. 


SERIE REESE ASSES RAE SEE SLANE IERIE ARR IEDR 


Bases 


THE MOONLIGHTER. 


The postie chapped oor letter—box, 
Ah rubbed ma hauns wWi' glee, 

a Vernon's win, Ah'm sure it was 
or a tax rebate for me, 

but sobn ma face fell forty yards 
to read the sad report, 

which I found to be a missive 
frae the sma’ debt court, 


che 
Let poets praise the silvery moony, 
but, och, ma heart grew lighter, 


when I saw thare was mae moon the night 


we did the old moon—lighter. 


'Three months behind,! the letter said, 


"Your rent's lang ower=—due, 

an' we're sendin! oot the bailiffs, 
the bailiffs oot tae you,' 

I hadn't got a farden piece, 

I was a worried man 

"til light o' day began to fade 

I lit upon this plan. 


Oh, we bundled up oor furniture 
wi' some fittin's werena oors, 
we even took the meter 

an' the haunles frae the doors; 
I took ma new slot-telly 

way doon the garden path 

an' hid it on the wagon 

in the Corporation bath, 


et 


HEA 


THE BLUE RINSE BELT. 


, WZto. wX@n we 2PRy A 


IAEA SELES SEACH EEE SESE SE SEH SESE SE MEE SER EHR ESET 


by Freddy Anderson. 


I harnessed up the old grey mare 
tae help us dae the bunk, 

I harnessed up the old grey mare 
we borrowed frae the junk; 

I didma ken whit food we'd get 

or water for tae drink, 

but we won't gang short o* basins, 
for we took the kitchen sink. 


Says Annie on the wagon, 

"Ah've only one regret, 

ma kettle an' ma tea—pot 

tae tak I did forget!' 

Sure I put ma arm aroon’ her 
tae wheedle anm' beguile her, 
"Don't fash yoursel' ma lassie, 
sure Ah took the copper biler.' 


We called the old nag after Meg, 
that galloped frae Ayr toon, 

but hauf a mile by Garngad, 

the old grey mare sat doon, 

but soon we foun' an empty hoose, 
an! bothered wi' nae bill, 

Ah'm livin' wit ma kind folk 

in a land they cry Blackhill, 


SRE EEEMEHEEEE 


by Ian Spring. 


I wae brought up im a tenement {nm the Land where Cumbies rule, 

Ma faither he went tao the dogs and I went tae the school, 

But ma life 4s fairly changin' noo and we're gaein' at full pelt, 
‘Cause we're flittin' oot taemorrow tae the blue rinse belt, 


Blue rinse belt.,, blue rinse belt... 


We're flittin' oot taemorrow tae the blue rinse belt. 


The union didnae like it whem ma faither won the pools, 

They said it wisnae playin' the gemme and contravened the rules, 
The cairds were on the table but they woronae fairly dealt, 

An' we're flittin' oot taemorrow tae the blue rinse belt, 


repeaters. 


Ma mither wisnae happy wit her wee bit single en', 
She said that she would raither hiv a semi in Bearsden, 
I didnae really want tae go but I dae whit I'm tellt, 


» 


Sae we're flittin’ oot taemorrow tae the blue rinse belt, 


repeatec. 


An* moo she's trying tae improve and drives us roon' the bend, 

She gaes tae the People's Palace an' she reads the People's Friend, 
The Kelvinside cant is a' the rage if you speak it like a Celt, 
And they're a! true Scottish Tories in the blue rinse belt, 


repeaters 


contece 


contese 


There's a lad at the academy, they ca' him 'Heid the Ba', 

Amthough he disnae hiv a brain, he's got a maw and paw, 

They know the value of money, though they don't know how it's spelt, 
And they live quite contented in the blue rinse belt, 

Tepeatess 


Noo the neebours dinna like us since we tried tae get aheid, 

They say we never work at a' tae earn oor daily breid, 

They haud their noses up at us though we've got them bought and sellt, 
Sae we're flittin’ oot taemorrow frae the blue rinse belt, 

repeat... 
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THE LASS O' GOVANHAUGH. uritten in the 19th centurysc. 


I lo'e a bonnie lassy a very bonnie lass, 

The nicest lass that ever I hae seen, 

She's yin o' mature's class, an' few her can surpass, 
Ant she has got sae bonnie nice blue e'en. 


Q', the lass o' Govanhaugh, she's the nicest e'er ye saw, 
She always is so happy and so gay, 

When she dons her Sunday dress, I really must confess, 

She seems tae tak' my hert jist clean away; 

When oor daily toils are past, we wish oor joys could last, 
For we are happy as the day is long, 

An' oor life is ne'er o'orcast, time runs sae quickly past, 
And I always feel so happy with a song. 


Sae oft at gloamin' fa' we hae walked along the Cart, 


An' through the bonnie Rouken Glen, 
There are spots of nature's art that are dear tae every heart, 


That mak's oor wanderings lovely noo and then. 


We'll bless the happy day, that's whit we baith maun say, 


When we shall settle doon as man and wife, 
wit the simmer’s golden ray, we'll be like the Floo'ers in May, 


That shall be the happiest day in all oor life. 


MEEHEHE 


SONG OF THE DYKE. by Freddy Anderson. 
Twn cara oa whe Shows 
i ¢ E ET ST ea ae 


Where the children used to paddle in the glory of the sun, 
the bairns of the tenements no longer have their fun, 

by Caltom and Camlachie, by the looms and miner's rows, 
tmid the toiling disimherited an angry murmur. grows. 


Like the ants of earth we labour, like the bees about the hive, 
amd our few and simple pleasures are still to us denied, 

they would rob us of the sunlight - e mighty voice declares, 

'mid the glistening vaults of thunder where the anvil fires glare. 


And a solemn pledge is sworn and manly lips sealed grim, 
while a tyrant lords above us, we will have revenge on him! 
for better sail to Botany, in Tolbooth chains lie low, 

tb walk unfree the valley where the green grass grows, 


